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riot of fun for months, and then, as it went on, touched the
heart of pity. We may say that it opened a democratic age in
modern literature. Through English life generally Pickwick and ^Tt 1~~9*
its successors spread the comic spirit; they brought into the
language itself a new idiom of fun, and this persisted for a long
while until mechanical imitation made it insufferable. Later,
like many others amongst his own contemporaries, Chamberlain
went over to Thackeray altogether.
These were the characteristics of the time when our subject
was born towards the close of William the Fourth's reign.
To the account of his heredity we have added some sketch of
the public circumstances, because events and tendencies of the
period when we are ushered in have a continuing influence on
our lives, though many never realise this fully and none can
ever know it enough.
IV
In childhood our Joseph Chamberlain was a nimble and
cherished little person, slim and hardy, with the dark hair and
grey-blue eyes which, as physical traits, are not at all so ex-
clusively Celtic as is often supposed. Nothing if not intelligent,
but without a hint of precocity, he was a normal boy in all his
ways, sometimes full of liveliness and mischief, sometimes very
still and wondering, reflecting by turns the temperament of his
grave father and his sunny-natured mother. Like all her side of
the family she had humour, and the first authentic reminiscence
of her son, then at the age of three, is her epitaph on a thimble.
"This thimble was given to Caroline Harben on her fourteenth
birthday by her grandmother, Mrs. Woodgate, and had she con-
tinued Caroline Harben, might still have been in her service,
But her little son Joey (more ruthless than Time) stamped upon
its worn frame and finished what the old Destroyer might have
spared much longer (January 17, 1840).'* That battered little
silver thimble, carefully laid away in cotton-wool, was cherished
by the statesman to the end of his days.
There wan nothing exceptional about him in his early years;
but this too has its Interest. The boy may be father of the man
but does not always show it. The anecdotes in this case are like
the little memories of any household then and now, A nursery